EXTREMES MEET

Waterlow.   The Basingbury road no longer rolled away
before his vision.

" You have not told me all the tale, Queenie," he said
gravely. " You haven't told me yet about the juggler you
travelled with from Bucharest to Constantinople in
September, 1915."

" Jchj Zozo is not here ? " she shrieked, clasping her
hands in terror. "No, no! No, no! He must not be
here, I do not want that he is here."

" You see, you haven't told me all the truth, Queenie."

44 But I did not think you would like to hear about
Zozo," she panted. " He is quite bad. He is quite
awful. First when I am in the ballet at La Scala he has
taken me from Milano with another girl, and we have
made a tour in Italy to be in his act, and after the girl has
went away, and I am being alone with Zozo, and we are
going to Tunisie and Algerie and in Spain. Then he has
made me act when I am tied to a board so that he can
throw knives all round me, and then he has taken me to
make love with me. And I did not like his love, and he
said he would make the knives to go into me and kill me.
And I ran away and an English girl has found me at
Granada who was called Sylvia, jfch, she was so kind!
But when I was waiting for her in the train, Zozo has
corne for me and I have been frighted, and I have let him
take me, and he has made love with me for a long time.
Perhaps three years. I cannot remember. We are going
together everywhere. And he has shooted me in the leg.
Look, I will show you where."

She flung back the sheet and pulled up her nightgown to
show him a ravelled scar that managed somehow to be
whiter than her long white thigh.
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